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window. Francis and Georges, the two whom she
loved best in the world, they would both leave her
at any moment for a fine woman. She had done
so much for Georges, but at any instant he forgot
her. Indeed, it seemed that no one remembered
her. She seemed to be as alone in that crowd as
though she were by herself on Brund Fell. Her
gipsy's dress, how shabby it was beside all these
splendours! And her mother would have been
shabby, too, had she been here. Once again she
knew that sharp pang of alarm at her own in-
security in this harsh, indifferent world. She
had no one but herself. Only her own pride to
keep her. No one would care if this moment
she vanished for ever. Not Georges? No, not
Georges. Emma, perhaps, and at the thought of
that large, comforting woman the tears stung her
eyes, were damp behind the mask. Then she
pulled herself up. What did it matter if she were
alone in the world? So her mother had been, so
her father. Oneself was enough. She was aware
then that a Mask, dressed as Punchinello, stood
motionless at her side. He had been there perhaps
for a long while. She turned, and as she did so
he spoke:

* You would not expect to find me here/ he
said.

She knew at once the voice. It was young
Stane. How was young Stane here? She thought
he did not know Will. Georges had not brought
him. He was always to her uncanny, and his
presence now only increased her sense of the
strange wildness of the evening.